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young horses, vaguely disturbed by the absence of their master,
snorted with fear and struck the pavement with their hoofs.
Misfortune charged down upon the Curie household. Motor-
cars and cabs wandered, undecided, along the fortifications, and
stopped in the deserted boulevard. A representative of the
President of the Republic rang at the door, and then, learning
that "Mme Curie was not back yet/5 went away without
delivering his message. Another ring: the dean of the faculty,
Paul Appell, and Professor Jean Perrin entered the house.
Dr. Curie, who was alone in the silent house with a servant,
was astonished at such important callers. He advanced toward
the two men and perceived the stricken look on their faces. Paul
Appell, whose mission it was to notify Marie first, kept an em-
barrassed silence before her father-in-law. But the tragic doubt
did not long endure. The tall old man looked at these faces for
another instant. Then, without asking a question, he said:
"My son is dead!"
On hearing the account of the accident his dry, wrinkled face
was furrowed with the bitter tracks of a very old man's tears.
His tears expressed revolt as much as grief. With vehement
tenderness and despair, Dr. Curie accused his son of the absent-
mindedness that had cost him his life, and obstinately repeated
the same heart-broken reproach: "What was he dreaming of
this time?"
Six o'clock: the noise of a key turning in a lock. Marie, gay
and vivid, appeared in the doorway of the room. She vaguely
perceived, in the too deferential attitude of her friends, the dis-
quieting signs of compassion. Paul Appell gave an account of
the facts again. Marie remained so motionless, so fixed, that one
might have supposed her to understand nothing of what they
said. She did not fall into their affectionate arms; she neither
moaned nor wept. She seemed as inanimate and insensible as a
woman of straw. After a long, haggard silence, her lips moved
at last and she asked in a low voice, hoping madly for some
sort of denial:
"Pierre is dead? Dead? Absolutely dead?"